CHAPTER XV
4'DON'T talk to me about that hackneyed myth, the Irish race I There
is no Irish race. We are a parcel of mongrels; Spanish, Scottish, Welsh,
English, and as to the purity of the Huns, weren't they born of evil
spirits who mated with witches in the dreary deserts of Asia ? All this
talk of purity of race leaves me cold. The more mixed it is the better, and
the quicker that happens, the sooner shall we get some sanity in the world."
He spoke like this because the Russian Government had discarded the
International and had frowned upon any suggestion that the past had
not been glorious if sometimes unhappy, and it was obviously a definite
reversion towards extreme nationalism.
"I am a cosmopolitan by temperament and have always found that
the so-called national is an imposture which only impresses an audience
as a comic character. I have laughed these people out of court in John
Bull's Other Island and in Geneva, but they still have the impertinence to
exist. I told the German ambassador when he congratulated me on my
seventieth birthday, there is a supernational republic of thought and art,
of which I am but a very humble member. Anybody who had worked
in the British Museum as I have done, amongst people of every nationality,
cannot shut out the rest of the world."
One of the De Havilland's latest planes screeched over our heads,
shook the house and whisked over the trees and away into the distant
clouds. Then there was silence. Not a sound could be heard in this little
village of ours, this very isolated village.
I broke the silence. "Years ago I went for a long walk with a German
professor of English literature who did his best to make himself agreeable
by comparing the literature of both countries, ours and his. To bolster up
his .own superior claims he suggested that it was to Germany you owed
your recognition in Europe as a thinker and dramatic poet
"Perfectly true. In England I was regarded as a dangerous and
disreputable person. My debt to Germany is incalculable/5 G.B.S.
interrupted.
"Good. It was a day like this, gentle and quiet, and we settled down
by the river at Kimpton and enjoyed the extraordinary peacefulness of
our countryside. He was all out to impress me with Germany's greatness
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